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Purge 


Author's Notes: 
| decided to go for a horror aspect that was almost like Unfriended and movies like such instead of a shipping 
aspect. | hope y'all actually enjoy this one. 


Lars clutched his brown hair tightly in his small and clammy hands, feeling his anxiety build up within him. He 
looked up at the computer in front of him, listened in on the loud music emitting from the office next door 


along with various other noises, and he began typing a new email. 


To: Kirk Hammett 

From: Lars Ulrich 

Date: May Z 200! 00:54 
Subject: Please, God, Help Me. 


Kirk, god, please save my soul For the past week, all James has been doing is crying and drinking in his office. Im 
not sure if this is a sign of anything, but the song thats blasting today is the demo for one of the songs on the 
new album and its the one that he keeps calling "Invisible Kid" for some reason. It looks like he's developed new 


lyrics to fit into the beat, because he's singing the whole thing with no error. Im stil worried about him. You used to 
be close to him. Why does he cry so much like this, and why now? 


Thanks for any of the info you give me. 


LU 


He fell back into his chair and stared at the computer, waiting for a response. He didn't stop listening to 
James's crying. He couldn't stop listening to his crying. It was too loud. He heard a noise come out of his 


speakers about IO minutes later and he looked up to see a new email. 


From: Kirk Hammett 

To: Lars Ulrich 

Date: May 24 2001 0103 
Subject: Re: Please, God, Help Me. 


Lars, lm not completely sure what you mean. So he's going through another alcoholic stage again, but he's never 
cried during them. What do you think could be wrong with him? Im thinking its probably another depression or 
another Cliff episode as usual, but the crying is starting to concern me. Ive never seen him cry, only when Cliff 
was found and when he was burned. Should we be concerned? Im sorry, this is all | can do because | don't get back 
from Hawai until next week Keep me posted on the poor guy. Also, say hi to Rob for me. 


Vomy 


Lars had stood up after sending his email and now had his ear to the wall while he waited for a new response. 


The track that had been playing before went silent and Lars waited breathlessly at the wall. 


Knowing James would still be angered from the argument he and Lars had had the day before, he crept to the 
door and locked it with the deadbolt and the chain before walking back to the desk. 


A new email. 


From: Kirk Hammett 

To: Lars Ulrich 

Date: May 24 2001 0:07 

Subject: Re: Re: Re: Please, God, Help Me. 


Lars, | don’t know what to fell you. F | could, Id be out there right now with you, but | can’t. Did he leave his 
office? Keep a watch on him, since | remember you calling me earlier and saying you two got in an argument. Keep 


him on close suicide watch, as well He tends fo get suicidal when he drinks this much while in a bad mood. 


Thanks, 


Vomny 


Lars stared at the email with dead eyes but all the stress in his body released after he realized he could just 


call Kirk if he needed. He pulled up a new email window and began typing a new email. 


To: Robert Truyjillo 
From: Lars Ulrich 

Date: May 24 2001 OHZ 
Subject: Backup 


Hey Robbe, if youre still in your office, please come down fo mine and knock three times on the door slowly. | 
have a few issues concerning James and his drinking and Im not sure what else fo do aside from email you and 
Kirk 

Thank you, 

LU 

Barely three minutes after the email had gone through, he heard the three knocks and he opened the door to 
see Rob push his way through violently, wheezing and panting for breath. He shouldered the door closed and 
locked every lock as quickly as possible. 

"Why are you..Why are you here so early? Your office is all the way across the HQ" Lars said in confusion. 
"He chased me, he chased me all the way down here, Lars. He had an empty bottle of wine in his hand and he 
was runnin’ at me with that and trying to bash it against my forehead. How did you deal with that as long as 
you did?!" He yelled in a panic. 

Another email from Kirk popped up into the email log. 

From: Kirk Hammett 

To: Lars Ulrich 

Date: May 24 2001 Oll 


Subject: No Response. 


İf you weren't going to email back, you could have just said and | would have been glad to stop emailing as welll Call 
me over video chat, dude. 


Thanks, 
Vomy 


Rob nudged Lars out of the way, clicked on Kirk's email picture, then pressed the call button when the profile 


came onto the screen. 


Kirk soon appeared on the screen with jitters in the video, showing a distorted image of his face to the pair. He 
sat outside in the dark Honolulu night, eyes closing slightly. 


"Sup?" He asked. Water was dripping off his hair and onto his chest and a backwards cap he had stolen from 


James was covering the rest of his wet hair. 


"James tried fucking killing me with a wine bottle, that's what!" Rob yelled, planting his hands down roughly on 
the desk with adrenaline still running through his system from sprinting. 


Lars rolled his eyes and pushed himself back into frame with Rob. "James began drinking at 1:30 last night and 
is wasted off his ass." He explained nicely. 


Anxiously, Rob, who stood above Lars to pace, was playing with his neck-length brown hair and watched Kirk's 
jittery video. 


He raised an eyebrow, then responded to a call his wife had yelled. "Yeah, babe, I'll be right there! I'll be back, 
you two." He said before putting the computer down and walking off into the house. 


Lars looked at Rob, then began feeling on edge as they sat in the complete silence. He and Rob began screaming 
and yelling when they heard James kicking and punching at the door. 


Kirk returned to his laptop to find Lars allowing himself to be hugged by Rob, and Rob nearly swallowing Lars 
whole in his baggy shirt. 


Lars had become horrified beyond belief and started hiding his eyes and face in Rob's hair that had draped 


over his shoulder, while Rob had the collar of his shirt up and over his nose. 


When the huddle gathered closer to the computer and the hair fell out of place, Lars‘ revealed face shocked 
Kirk. 


For the first time in years, he saw the younger man sobbing violently in fear. He was sure he saw a few tears 


roll down Rob's cheeks as well. 


"Kirk, please call Bob, please!" Lars sobbed loudly. The horror crippled him and he sunk down as far as Rob 
would allow him to in his tight grip. 


"Please call him Kir--" Rob stopped his sentence when his head whipped back to the door when he heard it 


crash open. 


There stood James, tall and huge, with a wine bottle in one hand and his pocket knife in the other. It was 
almost as if he was possessed by something else and it wasn't him standing at the door. 


Unfortunately, the sound went out before the video and Kirk only stared in complete solemnity as he watched 
Rob get pounded in the face violently by the wine bottle, causing him to black out, and Lars getting dragged 
out by his hair. 


Before the video cut out completely, the sound returned and all he could hear was a desperate cry from Lars. 


"Please, Kirk, please don't let him kill me! Please.." 


